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called them dirty pigs. But the pig was a clean
animal, loved cleanliness, thrived on cleanliness.
It was man the dirty who kept the pig foul and
then called him unclean. And what a profitable
animal. She had had a sow which had produced
108 pigs and 102 of them came to maturity.
What an example to Shoreditch, I said. Perhaps
they don't give them clean styes in Shoreditch, she
said. No, I replied, they give them dirty styes. . . .
I went indoors, suffused with the vision of the
transfigured pig, the affectionate, cleanly, intelligent
pig, and took up a paper, and the first thing my eye
encountered was an article on " The Cottager's Pig/'
I read it with the frenzy of a new religion and rose
filled to the brim with lore about the ^nim^ to whose
existence (except in the shape of bacon) I had been
indifferent so long. And now, fully seized with the
idea, it seemed that the world talked of nothing but
pig. It was only that my ears were unstopped and
my eyes unsealed by an awakened curiosity; but it
seemed to me that the pig had suddenly been bora
into the universe, and that the air was filled with
the rumour of his coming. I encountered the subject
at every turn. In the Times I read a toud^j;J|ugQi<a^t.
over the disappearance of the little black pig. Else-
where I saw a facsimile letter from Lord Rhondda,
in which he declared his loyalty to the pig and denied
that he had ever spoken evil of him.
It was a patriotic duty to keep a pig.  He was an
ally In the war.   I saw the